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CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN   25
because I was beginning to regard the delineation of a nymph, or youth bathing, etc., as a very narrow channel to carry off the strong, full tide of a man's thought.   For now thoughts of love and death, and the hopelessness of life, were in active fermentation within me and sought for utterance with a strange unintermittingness of appeal.    I yearned merely to give direct expression to my pain.   Life was then in its springtide; every thought was new to me, and it "would have seemed a pity to disguise even the simplest emotion in any garment when it was so beautiful in its Eden-like nakedness.   The creatures whom                              || I met in the ways and by ways of Parisian life, whose gestures and attitudes I devoured with my eyes, and whose souls I hungered to know, awoke in me a tense irresponsible curiosity, but that was all,—I despised> I hated them,  thought them contemptible,  and to select them as subjects of artistic treatment, could not then, might never, have occurred to me, had the suggestion to do so not come direct to me from the outside.
At the time I am writing I lived in an old-fashioned hotel on the Boulevard, which an enterprising Belgian had lately bought and was endeavouring to modernise; an old-fashioned hotel, that still clung to its ancient character in the presence of half a dozen old people, who, for antediluvian reasons, continue to dine on certain well-specified days at the table d'hote. Fifteen years have passed away, and these old people, no doubt, have joined their ancestors; but I can see them still sitting in that salle a manger; the buffetswe live, sent, of course, thousands of creatures across my way who were powerless to benefit me; but then an instinct of which I knew nothing, ®f wMeh I was not even conscious, withdrew me fromli!^ in i*^tii*i«ii!
